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"Call the director!" continued Pavel

It was as though a sudden blast of wind struck the
crowd. It swayed, and dozens of voices cried out:

"Call the director!"

"Send a delegation for him!"

The mother pushed even farther forward and gazed up
at her son, her face full of pride. Her Pavel was standing
there among these old respected workers and everyone
was listening to and agreeing with him. She was glad he
did not become angry and swear as the others did.

Like hail on a tin roof came the oaths and exclamations
and biting words. Pavel looked down on the people and
seemed to be searching for something with his large
eyes.

"Delegates!"

"Sizov!"

"Vlassov!"

"Rybin! He's got a sharp set of teeth!"

Suddenly hushed exclamations were heard among the
crowd.

"He's coming of his own accord!"

"The director!"

The crowd made way for a tall man with a pointed
beard and a long face,

"Allow me," he said, waving the workers out of his way
with a slight gesture, designed not to touch them. His
eyes were narrowed and he searched the faces of the
workers with the experienced glance of a master of men.
People snatched off their caps and bowed, but he pushed
on without returning their bows, sowing silence and con-
fusipn among the people who smiled in embarrassment
and gave hushed exclamations voicing the repentance of
children caught in mischief.

He passed the mother, his hard eyes sliding over her
face, and stopped in front of the pile of iron. Someone
extended a hand to help him, but he ignored it. With a
strong movement he climbed tfp and stood in front of
Pavel and Sizov,